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One 


Author's Notes: 
Lia. Lia and Kelpie. | hate you. :D 


Richie should have known bringing David to the bar would ruin all his chances for peace and quiet. He was tired 
and run-down and just wanted to hide at a back table with a pile of bottles, but David knew everyone in the 


known universe and would drag him around to be social. 


Sure enough, they were barely through the door when he started bouncing like a little yappy dog and waving 
at a big man sitting in the corner. Richie rolled his eyes and let himself be dragged over. 


David wasted no time wiggling into the big man's lap, getting nice and close and acting for all the world like he 


were already drunk as he giggled and smooched. 
"Richie, you remember Markus?" 


"I've never met Markus." 


David giggled. "Oh. Richie, this is Markus, and that's Kai." 

He didn't speak to Richie again for a long time, too busy groping and being groped and giggling and whispering to 
pay attention to the other two. Richie gave him up for a lost cause and hoped this other guy was decent 
company. 

"So how do you know David?" 

Kai shrugged. "From Markus. But | have no idea how they met." 

"Looks like they get along fine, though." David's tongue was in Markus’ throat. Fine, yeah. 

Kai laughed, and Richie grinned. Maybe tonight would be better than he'd expected. 


A few hours and several drinks later, Richie was confused. David and Markus had dragged each other off to 
the bathroom, proving that yes, they did have a little shame left, and now Kai was looking at him. 


And sitting very close. 


He'd made no attempt to hide how much he'd liked watching those two, his comments ranging pretty equally 
from the teasing to the interested. 


And he was sitting very close. 


And he kept finding reasons to reach across Richie for something-or-other, and his hand kept "accidentally" 
brushing things. 


"Richie?" 

Richie swallowed hard and turned to look at him. 

He was grinning. 

And leaning towards him. 

And there was a hand on his thigh, and Richie bolted. 


David, muscles all loose and warm and a dopey smile plastered on his face, blinked when he saw Kai sitting 


alone. 
"Where'd Richie go?" 
"| scared him off," Kai said, with a rueful smile. 


"Oh yeah, | forgot to warn you. He's really straight. Like.super straight. Like a million rulers in a perfect 
straight line straight. He - " 


"| think we get the idea, David," Markus chuckled. 


"I know. | was gonna say he just finished going through a sucky divorce, so he's straight and pissy." David 


ruffled Kai's hair. "So yeah. | should go find him. Gimme a goodbye kiss?" He batted his eyes at Markus. 
Half an hour later he managed to break away to hunt Richie down. 


A week later, David came bouncing into the hotel restaurant where they were eating breakfast, bouncing all 


the way to the table and even when he was sitting down. 

The other three mumbled greetings through their hangovers. 

"Guess what! Guess guess guess.” 

"You're joining a convent?" Richie asked. 

"Monastery," Tico corrected. 

"No, convent," Richie grinned. 

"He'd make a hideous nun," Jon pointed out from where his head rested in his arms on the table. 


"You're all idiots. Whatever it was Markus was in the states for got cancelled so he and Kai are coming to 


hang out on tour with us for a little while. Hooray!" 
"David, if you don't keep your voice down and stop bouncing, l'm drowning you in my coffee," Tico threatened. 
David pouted. 


They were alerted to the arrival of Markus and Kai by a loud thud in the hall leading to the dressing room, 


hurrying out to find Markus and David on the floor and Kai against the wall, laughing so hard his face was 
purple. 


"Oh for the love of God. David, get up," Jon said. 

Tico snorted. "I don't think he's listening." 

Jon shrugged and smacked David's ass, rewarded with a yelp as David leapt up. 

"You're an idiot" 

"And you're a shithead," David stuck his tongue out, then helped Markus up and dragged him off. 
Jon rolled his eyes and went back into the dressing room, followed by Tico. 

"No tackle for me?" Kai had managed to regain his composure, wiping tears away as he asked. 


"Doesn't look like it. You should probably be glad, David's gonna break someone's back one of these days. Sorry | 
bolted, by the way." 


Kai shrugged. "Is okay. No hard feelings, right? Oh - how would Jon react if a bucket of something unpleasant 
that happened to find its way to the top of a door fell on him?" 


Richie blinked, a grin spreading on his face. "Kai, | think you and | are going to have lfs of fun" 


Two days and Jon was triple-checking every door he went through. Tico had taken to keeping his drumsticks 


and gloves under lock and key. 


Three days, and Jon had memorized the scents of all his soaps and shampoos, making sure he knew them well 
enough to know when something had been added. Tico made it a point to take all the sheets off his bed before 
he got in every night. 


Five, and Jon had threatened their wardrobe woman with a gruesome death if she let Richie and Kai get near 


his clothes even for a second. Tico was just staying far away from everyone. 
And David was keeping a close eye on all this from his perch in Markus’ lap, not missing the fact that 


somewhere in the last week, sullen Richie had all but vanished, replaced by the happy, laughing, goofy one that 


was never seen too far from Kai. 


And he plotted 


Bon Jovi had the night off, and Richie and Kai decided to take the night off from terrorizing everyone, raiding a 


cheapo liquor store and hiding out from any retaliations in Richie's room. 


Halfway through a bottle of something vile that burned, Kai turned to Richie. "David says you just had a 


divorce?" 


"God, he tells everyone everything. Yeah, | did. She was a bitch, | got sick of it, she got sick of me being sick of 
it, end of story." 


"Ah, romance." 
It wasn't that funny, really. 


But for some reason Richie couldn't stop laughing, doubled over on the bed and nearly spilling his bottom-shelf 


vodka all over the place. 

"You are a funny man, Sambora," Kai said, grinning. 

"Nah, you are. Hell, the pink dye in the shampoo was your idea, and that was a masterpiece." 
"| would not have believed Jon could shriek like that if | had not heard it” 

"He's shrieked louder. Remind me, I'll get him to on your last day. Good send-off, eh?" 

‘| will not be getting a goodbye fuck like Markus, so a shriek is good." 

"There might not be a goodbye about it, if we can't pry David off him." 


"They are rather attached," Kai said, and he laughed a little, but it wasn't as boisterous and there was 
something almost wistful in his eyes. 


Reminding himself he didn't give a shit, Richie turned back to his bottle. 
There was someone in bed with him. 


Richie's head was pounding and his mouth tasted awful and he wanted to die and there was someone in bed 


with him. 


What had he done last night? 


Show? No, no show last night. Bar? No, but he'd gone out, he'd - 


Kai. He'd gone to the liquor store with that little bastard Kai, and now here he was in bed with him and he was 


gonna be sick 
The body shifted, Kai mumbled something in German, and Richie sat up to find he wasn't wearing a shirt. 
Motherfucking fuck shit dammit fuck. He barely made it to the bathroom in time. 


When he stumbled out, completely empty, Kai was sitting up, rubbing his head and looking confused. When he 
saw Richie, he smiled weakly - of course he smiled, he'd gotten what he fucking wanted. 


"Get out." 
The smile faded. 
"Richie?" 


"Get the fuck out of my room, you bastard. Get me fucking drunk and take advantage of me? What the fuck is 
wrong with you?" 


Kai blinked, then untangled himself from the blankets and slunk past Richie. 

Fully dressed. He was completely dressed, and Richie realized he was still wearing his own pants and shoes. 
Shit. 

David giggled. "And then what will you do?" 

‘Mmm, | will lay you down, and strip you, and - Kai, you look like Hell.” 


David blinked and lifted his head from where he had been busy nuzzling Markus' neck. "That doesn't sound very 
- oh. Kai, you do look like Hell." 


"Richie thinks | raped him." 


f he weren't in such a foul mood, Kai would have laughed at the twin choked noises that came from the 


curly-headed pair. 


"He what?" 


"Were drinking last night, and when | was tired was too drunk to leave, and Richie said | could stay. This 


morning, he says | took advantage of him and threw me out" 

"Did you?" 

"Nein!" 

"Kai." 

"Markus. | did nothing! Is straight! Wanted to do things, yes. Did things, no." 

David eyed Markus. "Plan B?" 

Markus nodded. "Is good time. Plan B" 

David grinned and dragged Kai off after giving Markus a quick - for them - kiss. 


Richie didn't show himself until late in the day, letting the hangover run its course so he'd be coherent to 


apologize to Kai. He really didn't want to risk any more problems. 


Jon told him he'd seen Kai headed for Markus and David's suite, and when Richie got there he found the door 


gjar. 

And a sight that for some reason unknown to him made his blood boil. 

Kai. 

Making out - heavily - with David. 

His roar surprised them all, even himself, and Kai looked incredibly sheepish. 
"You. | need to talk to you. Now" 


Kai nodded, taking no small amount of delight in the fact that Richie growled when he leaned down to kiss David 


agai n. 


Richie dragged Kai out, and David tilted his head back to grin at Markus in the bedroom door. "He's a pretty 


good kisser." 


Once back in Richie's room, Kai blinked. "What was that?" 

"I don't know. And I'm sorry about this morning." 

"Is nothing.” Kai tilted his head, a slow grin curving his lips. "Richie? Were you jealous?" 

"Nol" 

"Then why so angry?" 

"| don't fucking know." 

"Jealous." 

"Fuck you." 

"Please?" 

Richie growled again. "Stop it. Just fucking stop it. Leave me the fuck alone, | dont want to fuck you." 
"Have done nothing." 

"Bullshit!" 

"What have | done? Was friendly, yes. Anything more comes from your head, Sambora" 

"Like | said, Kai. Bullshit. You've wanted in my pants since | met you and you won't fucking stop." 
"Tell me one thing | have done since the bar ard | will admit you are right and leave you alone" 
"You - well, you - and - you, that time - you - " 

Kai crossed his arms and tapped his foot. "Well?" 

"Leave me alone, Kai." 


Richie sounded defeated. Kai's expression softened, and he stepped closer. "Is nothing wrong if you do want it, 


Richie" 
"| don't" 


"Bullshit" 


Before Richie could say anything else, Kai was kissing him. And before he could react to push him away, he 
was kissing right back 


Different. So fucking different. He'd always liked his women small and thin, and Kai was so fucking solid and 
strong against him and he kissed like a fucking hurricane, and before Richie could get his bearings he was naked 


on his back on the bed, and Kai was going after his dick like there was no tomorrow. 


All he could do was tangle one fist in the sheets and the other in Kai's hair and try not to drown in heat and 
wetness and the fire racing through his veins. 


He almost cried when Kai pulled off and crawled up his body, almost pulling away from the desperate kiss at 


the taste of himself but couldn't, couldn't do anything but wrap his legs around Kai and kiss him for dear life. 
And then Kai pulled back and swore. "Lube. Shit! Is in my room. Change your mind and | will kill you, Sambora." 
And then he was gone. 


Richie had barely caught his breath and Kai was back, shedding his clothes and crawling on top of him and he 


was everywhere at once and Richie was going to die. 


And Kai took his hand and slicked up two of the fingers, and straddled Richie's waist and guided them to his 


hole, hissing and moaning as one eased inside. 


He moved his hips to guide Richie's fingers, panting and cursing in broken German as he was spread. Richie 


watched his face, then his cock, eyes flickering back and forth over that freckled body and fuck this was good. 


Kai guided his fingers out and maneuvered himself down on Richie's cock, slowly, so fucking slowly, and Richie 


just wanted to flip him over and fuck him through the mattress but he let the expert lead. 


Kai was all the way down, and he wrapped Richie's hand around his cock and kissed him so hard his lips were in 


danger of bruising and Richie was gone. 
Kai was purring. 


Well, snoring, but it was low and continuous and he was draped over Richie like a cat would be, so it was 


purring. 


Richie sighed and ran his fingers through Kai's hair, thoughts swirling in his head like a fucking tornado. If he 
could settle and focus on one thing he'd be fine, but everything kept fighting for his attention at once. Dammit: 


Kai shifted and blinked sleepily. "Hello." 

‘Hey’ 

"Okay?" 

"Yeah." 

"Really?" 

Richie smiled at him. "Yeah." 

"Good! We can do it again! And again! And again and again and again!" 
Richie just groaned. 


No one was surprised when, on the day Markus and Kai had to leave, David kept himself wrapped around 


Markus, eventually kissing him goodbye so thoroughly they came very close to fucking in front of everyone. 


A large number of jaws dropped, however, when Richie Sambora the womanizer leaned in to give Kai a quick 


kiss, then reminded him to call. And call often. 


Wonders never cease. 


